The Goddess and the Demon

Chapter 1:

"Please forgive me, Master Lelouch. Your orders were to kill... but I just can't kill a member of Britannian royalty," the former-Britannian Knight turned cyborg, Jeremiah Gottwald said slowly, kneeling before the man he spoke to.

"It's fine," Lelouch replied. The young man narrowed his dark violet eyes as he regarded the topic of the conversation, the Second Princess of Britannia, Cornelia Li Britannia. He pondered the possibilities, his brilliant strategic mind coming up with several uses for the woman. "In fact, that was a wise decision," he added as a tight smirk graced his lips.

The purple haired woman looked positively livid, her stare boring into the half-brother she despised. The man that took away what was most precious to her. The man that killed her dearest sister, Euphemia. She ground her teeth at the memory. "Lelouch..." Her voice dripping venom, "...what is it you desire by using that cursed power?"

Lelouch's composure shifted back to the cold, indifferent mask that he usually wore, one that betrayed no emotion. "Older sister, I simply wish to save my little sister."

"You say that even now?" her voice calm, despite the rage that was building inside of her. She fought hard to keep control of her emotions, but this fiend in front of her was getting to her so badly that she was starting to shake in anger.

The man sighed heavily. He turned to the older man kneeling next to him, "Jeremiah? Would you please excuse us for now?"

The aquamarine-haired man turned to look at the other, and then back at Cornelia. "Yes, my Lord," he said softly, bowing his head to the man slightly before standing and heading to the exit of the dark room.

Lelouch looked back at the man, "Do not worry, Jeremiah. I'm not going to harm her." The knight looked back at him with a small smile and nodded before stepping through the door. He sighed before turning back to his sister. He looked into her lavender eyes, inwardly cringing at the anger and hatred shining through them. He set his black Zero mask down on the table next to him and brought his hand up to his face, obscuring his eyes and losing himself in deep thought.

"Why, Lelouch?" she spat at him, her good arm tugging on the cord that held it to the ceiling.

The former prince sighed again, regaining his composure and replacing his mask of calm indifference before letting his hand drop. He looked back at the captive woman. He cringed inwardly. He knew how much damage he'd done to her. She was one of the few siblings that he had cared about, and he cared about her almost as much as he had Euphie. It pained him to see the way she looked at him. Not that he would let her know. "To what are you referring to, exactly?" he asked in a calm, cool voice.

She trembled slightly, her hatred was boiling in her now. She wanted nothing more than to throttle this man in front of her. "You know damn well what I mean. Why did you have to destroy Euphie? Why did you make her kill all those people? ...and why did you kill her?" Her eyes began to well up with unshed tears. She wouldn't break in front of this man. She knew that he could tell how much pain he had caused her, and that thought ate at her. She didn't like anyone knowing how she truly felt.

Lelouch just leaned his head forward, his long, dark hair falling in front of his eyes, obscuring them from her view. His voice wavered slightly as he spoke, "You wouldn't believe me if I told you." His mask fracturing at the memory. A single tear streaked down his cheek. He turned to the side, offering her his profile and attempting to conceal the break in his composure.

She had noticed, however. The fact that he obviously was hurt by the situation as well overrode the anger, if just for a moment. Her eyes narrowed on him again, the moment passed. "Tell me anyway," she stated in a much calmer tone.

He didn't hear her. He was too lost in his brooding, contemplating everything he'd lost. First Euphie, then Nunnally (though there was a chance he could get her back), then Kallen was captured, then Shirley, and finally even C.C. was gone, replaced by the poor slave girl that she used to be. Anyone he'd come to care about was taken, usually violently, away from him. He felt a deep pain in his chest, the weight of his struggle threatening to tear him apart.

For several moments, Cornelia sat there watching him, her gaze still piercing even though her anger had cooled dramatically. She could tell he didn't hear her, and attempted to call his attention. "Lelouch?" When he turned back to look at her, she repeated, "Tell me what happened with Euphie. You used to love her. Why... why did you make her cause that slaughter?" Her eyes were pleading, she couldn't understand what would have made him do it. Did his hatred for Britannia destroy everything he cared for?

The castaway prince took a deep breath, trying to regain his composure before he spoke. When he turned back to her, he still had his head hung low, keeping his eyes obscured from her sight. "It wasn't intentional..." He held up a hand when she started to snarl, begging her to remain quiet and let him finish. He reached up with his left arm and removed the contact from his left eye, the bright magenta symbol of Geass shining through the iris. "...I had planned to use my Geass to make her shoot me in front of everyone. To make me a martyr in front of the Japanese..." his words trailed off as he turned away from her again. The hatred returning to her face making him unable to look at her as he continued. "However, when she told me she had given up her title and renounced her chance at the throne... that she had done it all for Nunnally, so that my sister could be happy with me... I relented.

"I told her I'd help her with the Special Administration Zone of Japan. She questioned if I thought she would actually shoot me if I threatened her. I then tried telling her about my Geass, in a roundabout way. I listed off a few possible commands, telling her that if I really wanted her to, she would be unable to resist." Lelouch started visibly shaking at this point as he continued. "The last one... was meant as a joke... just to show how extreme the command could be..." He swallowed hard, the memory still tore at his insides, and he was on the verge of tears. "I-I told her to kill all the Japanese..." he said, his voice barely a whisper. Cornelia had to strain to listen. He turned back to her suddenly, a sad smile on his lips, and two wet trails down his face.

"It was the first time I had lost control of my Geass." He held up the contact lens before replacing it. "I didn't need this contact before that moment." Sighing deeply, he continued, still struggling to keep the pain from his voice, and failing miserably. "The final command took hold... she fought it. It was such an outrageous thought to her... killing anyone." Now his voice was wavering, his throat dry and cracking as he forced himself to finish. She wanted to know the truth, even if he was sure she wouldn't believe him.

"She ran out of the room with the needle gun I had brought for her to shoot me with... I tried to stop her, but the Britannian guards blocked my path. Before I could use my Geass to make them move... she shot into the crowd." He sat up on the table next to his mask, pulling it into his lap and staring into the oval in the front, at his own miserable reflection. "I-I had no choice but to spin the situation to seem as if she'd betrayed us. If I didn't rally the Japanese, and stop..." He couldn't stop the floodgate of emotion at this point. He was openly weeping, but he forced himself to finish. "I had to kill her to stop the mess I had started." He didn't look at his sister, he couldn't face her.

Cornelia was awestruck. Staring at him, wide-eyed with tears staining her own cheeks. She didn't know what to say. She wasn't sure she believed him. She couldn't tell if his crying was an act, or if he really was just as destroyed as she was by his actions. She wasn't allowed time to process it either as he wiped his cheeks dry and replaced his cloth half-mask over his mouth and nose.

"Cornelia, I'm sure you don't believe a word I just said, and I cannot just let you leave. You know too much. My Geass, my identity... it's too dangerous for me to just let you go. I will have you taken care of, however. I will be sure that you're treated well. Only Jeremiah and myself know you're here, and it'll stay that way." The cursed prince turned to leave, placing the metal helmet on his head and letting the metal plates click it closed. "If you'll excuse me, dear sister, I have a campaign to run, and Britannia has two people I need to move to save immediately. I'll send Jeremiah by shortly to see if you need anything. Farewell." She didn't respond to him, and he left the room, sealing the door behind him to prevent anyone but him access.

Cornelia's mind was reeling. She didn't fully trust what he had said, but it seemed likely. It certainly explained how he could murder someone he had loved so dearly. Besides, if he wasn't telling the truth, why would she still be alive? She knew her father, the Britannian Emperor, wouldn't bargain for her release, so she knew she was of little value to Lelouch, or Zero, tactically. Maybe he was telling the truth?
